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revile her, he would tell her what he really thought
of her and her like, then he would break away from
her and she should never see him again. He would
go back to Chevron; he would set out to look for
Anquetil; he would make love to other women
under her very nose. Such were the varying schemes
that coursed through his mind. She had debased
him already; very well, he would debase himself
more. He knew, without undue conceit, that he
could get any woman he wanted. Sylvia was jealous
as he had reason to know: he would make her suffer
all the tortures of jealousy. He would not care if she
paid him back in the same coin; his love for her
was dead, and nothing but the wish for revenge
had taken its place.

He heard the bell ringing outside in the foyer;
everybody stirred, irritated at being interrupted
in their chatter and at the prospect of giving a more
or less polite attention once more to the music; a
general movement took place, as people sought
their seats; the lights began to fade out, apolo-
getically as it were, not suddenly and dictatorially,
but so as to give the audience plenty of time
(if they desired it) to re-enter the other mood.
Sebastian was grateful for the darkness. He re-
joined young Ambermere; the last whisperings
and rustlings died away; the conductor rose up
before his desk; glared menacingly over the heads
of the orchestra; gave two sharp taps with his
baton, and the intolerable sweetness of the violins
took up the opening of the second act.

Sebastian had been grateful for the darkness,